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to take the news to Kitchener. He rode across six
miles of desert, where the Nile Expeditionary Force
was marching twenty thousand strong in the biasing
sun, flanked by the gleaming river and the green
islands and the gunboats and the white sails of the
river craft. At their head rode Kitchener, a brick-
red face barred with an immense moustache, three
lengths ahead of two mounted standard-bearers with
the Union and Egyptian flags and his headquarters
staff. Slightly intimidated (and not altogether sure
of his welcome), Lieutenant Churchill made a brief
teport, answered a question, and effaced himself,
Someone asked him to lunch; the army backed
against the Nile and settled into its position; and
as the sun was going down, an enterprising naval
officer named Beatty, moved by a noble impulse,
first tendered as largesse to the thirsty cavalry and
then flung ashore from his gunboat a large bottle of
champagne, which Lieutenant Churchill waded knee*
deep in the river to retrieve.

The next day was the most exciting in his life.
The Lancers were out reconnoitring before dawn;
and as the darkness faded, he made out the vague blur
of a moving host and the shimmer of their spears, and
caught a distant roar that rose as the sea rises* It
was the voice of fifty thousand men affirming their
devotion to a leader and a faith. Mahdism had
always been victorious en masse* They had swarmed
over Hicks' exhausted remnant at El Obeid and
through Gordon's crumbling parapets at Khartoum*
Sheer numbers broke Stewart's square at Abu Klca ;
and when the Mahdi slept beneath his pale yeEow
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